HERBERT : Oh ! (li'itk forced chterfuiness} Hello
Liz I

[He looks inquiringly from one to the other,

FLORENCE : Well, Sidney, so you3re going to
Spa. I'm so sorry about your health and Fni

sure it is quite the best thing for you to do,

HERBERT : Is that what you think ?

FLORENCE (quietly) : That is what 1 think. . . .
Has Lord Palmers ton appointed your successor
yet ?

HERBERT : How do you know I'm to have a
successor . . . ?

ELIZABETH : 1 told her, Sidney.

FLORENCE : I hoped 1 should have heard that
from you personally. But I didn't 1 ... Who
is it to be ?

HERBERT : Sir George Lewis, I believe.

FLORENCE (ironically) : Charming! He writes
exquisite Latin epigrams and knows nothing
whatever about sanitation. Our work will go

famously!

HERBERT : You don't seem to mind much.

FLORENCE : Who am I to mind ? Either much
or little ?

ELIZABETH (hastily] : Florence is so good about

it, Sidney.

HERBERT : I'm a deserter.

ELIZABETH : Fm going to leave you to talk
together.
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